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The following is a story that surpasses the 1600 word limit for the contest, but provides a good 

example of the type of writing we are looking for. Perhaps you tried writing a story earlier and 

then gave up. Now is a good time to take a fresh look at your work and give it the final touches. 

 

Gunfire slaughtered the silence. Smoke swirled in the ocean breeze and the wind drove 

one lone kamikaze pilot across the water. Drifting through the haze, he fell unseen into the water. 

After quickly shedding his parachute and heavy flight suit, Tokushima pushed to the surface. 

All around him planes smashed into the decks of immense aircraft carriers. As waves of 

water flooded over the teen, guilt washed over him. “What have I done?” grimaced Tokushima. 

“I am a failure. I have brought dishonor to my Emperor and I have disgraced my vows. I 

abandoned my duty. But I just couldn’t do it.” Toku looked around him, seeing the destruction, 

knowing he should have been part of it. His thoughts continued. “Especially if Kurimori’s god is 

real. How could I face this god, knowing I killed all those people?” 

The cold of the water began to seep into Tokushima’s muscles. His legs slowed, causing 

him to slip further into the water, but his mind raced. 

“All my teachers said it was the ultimate honor to die for your country. But in this 

manner? It doesn’t feel like an honor. It feels… wrong. Especially after all Kurimori told me. I 

never would have thought of those Americans even as people if Kurimori hadn’t said anything.” 

Tokushima’s doubt turned to scorn and self-derision. “Who am I but an ignorant 

seventeen year old barely trained kamikaze pilot? All those months training, wasted. And what 

for? Some god I don’t even believe exists.” 

His brain didn’t register the numbness spreading over his entire body. Even when waves 

pushed him under water momentarily, he took no notice. His mind wasn’t there. He was in his 

home less than a year ago, bursting with ecstasy. 

“Okaasan, Okaasan! You are looking at one of the newest fighter pilot trainees! In two 

weeks, I begin training. Those weak Brits and Americans don’t stand a chance now that 

Tokushima Hoshikama has joined the Imperial Force!” 

Toku only saw the look of pride that covered his mother’s face. The tears she was 

working so hard to blink back were left unnoticed as he turned to his older brother. 

“Kurimori! Did you hear? Isn’t this an amazing day? I, Tokushima Hoshikama will 

contribute to the greatest fighting force in all of history- the army of Japan!” 

Toku didn’t even look to see his brother’s reaction, but flew out the door to spread the 

news to all of his friends. He couldn’t wait to see their looks of jealousy. 

Japanese planes continued to slam into the decks of American ships, but Toku’s mind had 

moved on to another memory, several weeks after his training had started. A memory that had 

consumed him, until it had become all he could think about. 

“So, Toku, how’s school going? What have you learned?” 

“Brother, you have no idea what work is. They don’t give us a break! From going to 

flight lessons to regular lessons, to studying about the Emperor! I love it though. I’ve learned so 

much.” 



“That’s great! I’ve missed you though. We haven’t talked in forever.” Kurimori’s 

expression turned serious as he changed the subject. “Toku, have you thought about what you are 

getting into?” 

A look of confusion entered Toku’s eyes, so Kurimori continued. “It sounds like glory 

now, but each person you kill, is just that, a person. They have a history. They have family at 

home waiting for them to come back.” 

“What are you saying? That I shouldn’t fight for my country? That I should just let the 

Americans run us over?” 

“No, that’s not it at all. I just don’t want the glory to blind you to reality. Never kill 

simply for the sheer joy of killing.” 

“All I do is for the glory of the Emperor. Those Americans deserve what they get. Who do 

they think they are expecting to beat the most powerful empire in the world? With the most 

powerful Emperor? They must be crazy.” Toku looked at his brother with disdain, and started to 

leave the room. Kurimori’s voice stopped him. 

“Just remember what I said. And I have something else I’d like to talk to you about. 

Something even more important.” 

Toku turned around and walked back. His eyes warily met Kurimori’s, but Kurimori 

persisted. “A couple of weeks ago, I met this man. What he told me has really changed my life. 

And I need to tell you about what he told me.” 

Toku’s reluctance to listen to his brother grew. “I haven’t seen my friends yet, so could 

you make it quick?” 

Kurimori sighed, but continued. “I don’t know where to start. Toku, this man was 

different from anyone I’ve met. He told me things I’d never heard before, but he made so much 

sense. He told me about how I am a filthy sinner.” 

Toku looked confused, and Kurimori tried to explain. “What I mean is I am wicked. I do 

things wrong every day. Even my best works are tainted with selfishness and greed and pride.” 

Toku began to protest, but Kurimori cut him off. 

 “I mean, you know better than I do how horrible I can be.” At his brother’s reluctant grin 

and nod Kurimori continued. “And I know better than anyone else how terrible my thoughts can 

be. And for all my wickedness, there is little goodness. And my wickedness deserves death. 

Eternal punishment. Because I am so horribly wicked.” 

“Oniichan, big brother, are you okay? Everyone has faults. And you aren’t that bad. 

Besides, even if you were, it wouldn’t matter. It’s not like anything is going to happen to you, 

anyways. Who is going to send you to ‘eternal punishment?’ You are just overdramatic,” Toku 

derided. 

“No, Tokushami. It’s true. My sins have to be paid for somehow. All my badness deserves 

punishment. And there is a God that is going to hold me accountable.” 

“The Emperor?” asked Toku incredulously. 

“No, a real God. A real God who created the Universe. He came to earth, and was the 

perfect sacrifice. He gave His life, taking the punishment for my sins. By living a perfect life and 

then dying, He paid for my sins. The sins of His people. And if you don’t believe in Him…” 

“No, no, NO. Do you know the trouble you could get in if certain people heard you say 

that? You know the Emperor has spies everywhere to find people who undermine his authority.” 

“Yes, I know, but I am not afraid. I trust in this God. I know with all of my heart He is 

real. And I know that He has saved me. And now I am doing my best to live a life glorifying 

Him.” 



“The Emperor is god. We must obey the Emperor. All glory to the Emperor,” Tokushami 

dully recited, his eyes glassing over as he spoke. “We must do anything for the Emperor. He is 

our god. We must obey him.” 

Kurimori stared at him and whispered, “What are they teaching you?” 

Toku was shaken out of his trance. “I love you, but I know you are wrong. The Emperor 

is god. If you must believe in your god, don’t talk about him where anyone can hear you. It’s too 

dangerous. I have to go. I can’t hear you talk like this.” 

Toku left to go visit his friends, but he couldn’t get the conversation with his brother out 

of his head. What if Kurimori was right? What if there was a god who held him accountable for 

what he did? Could he stand before this god? 

Tokushima grew numb to the cold, and he did not realize that the water around him was 

pulling him down. He was still thinking, reliving another recent memory. 

During Tokushima’s last visit home before his mission, he had one more conversation 

with Kurimori. 

“Toku, before you go, I have to tell you something.” Toku looked suspiciously at his 

brother. During every other visit home Kurimori had squeezed in more about Christ and the 

Scripture, and Tokushima was tired of hearing about it. “I should have done this weeks ago. I’m 

sorry. I’ve been a horrible brother. I don’t think I ever encouraged you. I knew how much you 

looked up to me, but I just tore you down. So, I’m sorry.” 

Tokushima was dumbstruck. His brother apologizing to him? He was about to tell 

Kurimori not to worry about it, but Kurimori continued. “I know you have gotten tired of 

listening about God. And after this, I’ll stop talking about Him. But I can’t let you go to the war 

and not say this. God is with you. Always. Talk to Him, Toku. He is always listening.” 

“I’ll be fine. And there is no need to apologize. I’ll miss you Kurimori,” Toku replied 

while putting up a strong mask. None of his emotions showed. 

“What if I never see Kurimori again,” he thought. “With my training, I might die.” Toku 

felt his guard slipping as he hugged his older brother. Tokushima felt a teardrop on his face and 

looked up to see Kurimori crying. 

“He never used to show me he loved me. He used to be so impatient. Now, he rarely gets 

angry. Why has he changed?” Toku wondered. As soon as the thought entered his mind, he knew 

the answer. “That must be some god to actually change Kurimori.” 

As Tokushima’s mind was drawn back to the present, he became aware of the struggle to 

stay above the water. His energy was running low, but that was not what controlled his thoughts. 

Conversations with Kurimori ran through his mind. “Never kill for the pure joy of killing… Each 

person you kill is just that, a person... God is with you. Always. Talk to Him, Toku. He is always 

listening.” 

It was that last sentence of encouragement that drove Toku to pray to the God of his 

brother. The God he wanted to be his God. Completely unaware of the burning and sinking ships 

around him, he began to cry. 

“I don’t know how I know You are out there. But I do. And I know that I don’t deserve a 

thing other than death. But I also know, that You have promised that if any seek You, they shall 

find You. So, God, I am seeking.” 

A wave washed over Tokushima and for several seconds he struggled to reach the surface 

again. He only managed to push himself part of the way up, but he continued praying without 

realizing that he was sinking further into the water. “I believe that You came to Earth. I know that 

You died, not only for Kurimori, but also for me. I don’t know how bad I really am, but I do 



know that I am horribly wicked. And if I don’t believe in You, I will spend eternity in 

punishment.” 

As Toku poured his heart out to God, he was oblivious to the cold wrapping around him. 

His legs were barely moving, barely keeping him above the water level. Waves splashed over 

him, but as he sank deeper into the water, he also sank deeper into his prayer. 

“God, I am just so thankful that you have drawn me to You. Even now. It was Your hand 

that guided me to get out of my plane. It was You that gave me the strength to resist the power of 

the Emperor.” 

“God, I just can’t wait to be with You. But please let Kurimori know somehow that I 

found You. Or rather, that You found me. God, I am coming.” 
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